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plained why he never wore a hat or overcoat. When
he stopped the coach, stood up and lectured us, small
Cockney boys gathered round and looked at him and
at us with sardonic eyes, like so many little Sam
Wellers.

Dusk fell upon us, mercifully, and now we made for
Shoreditch, and ran on through  Whitechapel  and
Shadwell. The Underworld. There could be no doubt
about it. I had been this way before, but then I had
merely taken buses and tubes in the ordinary way,
had gone poking into pubs or stared into little shops
with outlandish names written above them, and so of
course it had never occurred to me that I was explor-
ing an Underworld.   Why should  it?   I was only
wandering about in another part of London, just
round the corner. I had always thought of the "under-
world" as having a spiritual rather than a topographi-
cal reference.  It might begin and end anywhere in
London, this real underworld.   Postal districts can
have nothing to do with it.   Every now and then,
detectives stroll into suites of rooms in the big hotels,
expensive service flats, decaying houses in Bayswater,
Chelsea studios, Bloomsbury boarding-houses,  and
then we who read our papers suddenly catch a glimpse
of this real underworld, inhabited by people who go
prowling through this jungle of London like tigers.
It is not an orange motor-coach but one of the vans
of the Flying Squad that could take you for a tour
of this underworld, and I am not sure that even the
'detectives could do it properly. They could only show